DESERT   DELIGHTS

showing more signs of traffic. So we went gaily on.
My husband occasionally remarked, " I hope we are
on the right road/' and I always lightly answered,
" Oh yes, I am sure we are/' as I pointed out to him
the fact that we were following the same path along
which another caravan had evidently passed a few
hours before. Howbeit we were not on the right
road, as we very soon found to our cost, By this
time the sun was blazing down upon us, and we
began to wonder why our servants and caravan had
not caught us up. Time went on, and not a sign of
life was to be seen. Standing in our stirrups, we
scanned the horizon, but nothing could we see but
the scorching sand. We then began seriously to
think that we had taken the wrong turning and
were lost. Lost in the desert, without a drop of
water or a scrap of food ! Pleasant thoughts these
were as companions ! We could not go back : to go
forward was worse than useless. After considering
a little as to the best thing to be done, we decided
to gallop on till we came to a small hill to be seen in
the distance. This we accordingly did, and as we
neared the summit saw to our great thankfulness a
tiny speck on the horizon in the direction from
which we had come. This " speck " soon developed
into a moving object, and by-and-by we could see
the figure of a man and horse galloping hard.
As the horse and rider came nearer, our thankful-
ness was indeed great to see that the rider was
our own servant, George. If ever we had cause
for thankfulness it was then, and we certainly said,
and felt from our very hearts, "Alhamd' llillah"

(Praise be to God !), and vowed we would never stray
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